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"No, my friend, I have not learned more than this. Nor in all these years have I met many who 
have learned as much." 

-Beryl Markham, West With the Night 



Prologue 
The sky  ahead is deep blue, nearly black with rain. The sun, which is at my back, has created 

a large rainbow ahead, and should the illusion of this divine portal persist, I will soon fly under 
the golden archway, my airplane illuminated like a small, red, white and blue heavenly project. 

My engine produces a steady drone, a bass cello tone, a long single draw of the bow across 
the low note. The song varies slightly  from time to time as the nose of the airplane pitches up  or 
down on the waves of the wind produced by the storm ahead. My hands ride loose upon the 
control wheel so I can feel the rhythm of this atmospheric sea, so I, like the sailor, can feel my 
ship and guide it through the gale. 

I came to the sky as a pilot  more than 20 years ago, and I found peace and beauty  and 
numbing silence here. At times I have come to the sky to be alone, to climb high above the earth 
on a moonlit  night in winter; I have come to fly among the clouds where my mind could 
peacefully untangle the complications of some earthly enterprise, and I have come to the sky 
with Jeanne, my wife, my lover, to explore our remarkable country  together. I have come to the 
sky  in pursuit of business, running hard against the clock, and I have come to the sky as a flight 
instructor, helping others to discover the beauty of flight. I have been terribly  frightened by what 
I have found in the sky, and I have laughed out loud here at the joy of discovering some new 
resource in myself. Of the half century that I have lived, nearly  one full year has been spent in 
the cockpit of an airplane, high in the sky, taking pleasure in the gift of wings. 

I have secured much of the paraphernalia that rides in my airplane with me today. The books 
of charts, the flashlights, a camera and a small portable radio are stowed under the belt of the 
empty seat to my right. I have secured an opened can of cold Coke between my legs where the 
chill and the wet surprise me, and over my ears there is clamped a headset from which a 
microphone stalk protrudes and rides at the comer of my mouth. 

Other airplanes flying near this storm are receiving vectors to the right, and the controller has 
approved my request for a similar turn away from the dark center of the cloud ahead. The rain 
has come now, thrashing against the plastic windshield, running upward in small nervous rivers, 
and the turbulence has come too, at once lifting me a few hundred feet and then dropping me as 
an angry child might drop a toy that only a moment before he found fascinating. 

I have flown into a gray fog, the cloud at  the edge of the storm, and my eyes drop to the 
instrument panel and focus on three gyroscopic gauges that inform me that my wings are level, 
that my  heading is 1100 and that the forces of yaw and pitch and roll are in balance. I scan my 
altitude and airspeed, which are varying according to the whims of the updrafts and downdrafts 
of the storm. I lick my lips, which have become dry, and my tongue brushes the microphone at 
the corner of my mouth. 
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"Minneapolis Center, 3135Q, request," I say quietly  as if my words were an afterthought to a 
breath. 

"Go ahead 35Q." 

"Yeah, 35Q would like to take another turn to the right – fifteen degrees if that works for 
you." 

A brilliant flash of lightening illuminates the instrument panel, and I close my eyes for a 
moment. "Roger, 35Q, um right heading one-three-zero degrees; and how's your ride?" "One-
three-zero and 35Q's in and out of moderate turbulence." 

"Roger." 

I imagine my controller dressed in Dockers and a bright summer shirt, sitting in a darkened 
radar room in the Federal Aviation Administration's low, flat-roofed building in Farmington, 
Minnesota, 120 miles south of my present position. He takes a drink of coffee from a Styrofoam 
cup without taking his eyes from the radar screen. With his free hand he writes: '1834Z: Cessna 
182/moderate turb.' I take a sip of Coke, which has become warm, and I wipe the moisture from 
the can on my pants. I look up  and see that I am still in cloud as I roll out on my  new heading, 
and then my eyes return to the instruments. 

The bow draws slowly across the cello's low note and the turbulence subsides. I draw a quick 
breath and force my shoulders to relax. The cockpit brightens; the rivers of rain that  have been 
ascending my windshield have become quite,  streams, and in a flash I am propelled out of the 
cloud into a bright summer's afternoon, high above Mille Lacs Lake. 

The earth below me appears to be a rich, green carpet festooned with blue-patch lakes. It is a 
world without inhabitants; it has become a familiar view these past 20 years, and yet I know 
what I see is an airman's illusion for there are signs of human activity  from these 9,000 feet. 
There are lines that I know to be roads and there are clearings that I know to be resorts along the 
south shore of Mille Lacs Lake. The architecture of Civilization that I can see looks pure and 
clean and reasonable, as an ant hill appears reasonable to the hiker. And I am of that Civilization 
that lies scattered upon  the carpet  below, and I know its truths, its terrible cruelties, its beauty  and its beliefs. 
Even as I contemplate this terrible and beautiful weave of cloth from nearly two miles above, I  smile warmly, 
because I make my home in its fabric. 

Flying is not natural to humans. It's a bit of art and a bit of Science. Flying an airplane is not 
the same as using one's evolved musculature and cunning to climb a mountain of rock; it doesn't 
call on strength at alL Flying is, rather, an intellectual pursuit in which strict  physical laws and 
sophisticated engineering principles combine to produce a machine that can defeat gravity. There 
is no magic, no genetic ancestry, no superhuman attribute that makes a flyer of a man or a 
woman. I am able to pass by, as a cloud on the wind, two miles above my  earth only because I 
have learned how to control and manage the physics and the engineering of 2,800 pounds of 
aluminum and steel, rubber and plastic. I pass by above my earth at 150 mph and remain aloft for 
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four hours by managing the flow of 360 pounds of fossil fuel. I am able to fly  because thousands 
of my  kind have flown before me and left me with their instruction. I fly, not free like a bird, not 
on high upon a zephyr of wind, but I fly above the common day using my brain. 

It takes no great courage to fly an airplane, nor any  great strength or resolve; flying an 
airplane is simply a matter of choice, a matter of purpose. Flying is a skill that is learned and 
practiced as one might practice the cello, searching always for the better performance. Good 
flyers come to believe in themselves, come to believe in the individual as the progenitor of fate. I 
know of no pilot who believes in magic, nor who believes that human activity is guided by  spirits 
any more than he or she might believe that thunder is the voice of God. Yet I know few pilots 
who do not believe in God. 

The airplane is a gift of science. 

Yet, I am no scientist. I am a man of romance. 

Several hours ago I approached my airplane as it  stood, tied fast to an airport  ramp. I loaded 
my briefcase and several boxes into its cargo hold and I began a preflight inspection, a checkup 
of sorts, a light physical exam that informs me about the condition of my airplane. I come to 
know the airplane when I pass my hand over the airframe and inspect the engine for 
incongruities. I tug at the control surfaces to see that they are firmly attached, and I look after the 
quantities of oil and fuel. This preflight is conducted to assure that the airplane is safe to fly, but 
It is also a process of becoming a pilot. Like the stage actor who assumes the role of a character 
and whispers the lines in the wings of the theater, I become a pilot  by thinking through the 
coming flight, by approaching the airplane as if it  were a horse made nervous by the sight  of a 
saddle. Though I may have come to the airport from a business meeting or from my bed on a 
warm summer's morning, I have been taught to steel myself against an attitude of careless regard 
for the condition of the airplane. I have been taught to take time to consciously plan my  flight by 
measuring a course across the earth, by computing the bum of fuel and by gathering and 
interpreting what weather is known. And when I am satisfied that  the flight is possible, and when 
I have weighed the difficulties of a Journey  against my abilities and experience, it is then that I 
approach the airplane, in character, prepared and inspired to fly. 

In this way the scientist and the romantic, the woman in business and the man of labor, the 
son and the daughter all come to their airplanes as one, as pilots. And the aircraft they  fly, the 
flivers and the flibs, the small Jets and the transports, the helicopters and gliders and balloons, 
are too all of a kind: tools, simply put; tools designed to defeat gravity. 

The pilot is no more than the manager of this tool, and its champion. The pilot  is the 
inspiration for flight and the airplane is the vehicle. Alone they are but a man or a woman and a 
con

struct of metals and wires and plastics and fabrics. It is only  when the one is intelligent and 
the other is in readiness that flight becomes possible. 
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And when they  come together, the intellect and the tool, there comes a third thing, a 
discovery of sorts, a disclosure, an event that is neither of the man nor of the machine: flight. 

Flight is the business of birds and insects, the labor of the goose, the survival of the hawk. 
Flight is a modest enterprise of man. 

Far below me just now there are small cumulus clouds forming, and they bear watching. The 
warm air of this summer's morning has risen, carrying with it moisture from the damp fields 
below. The warm, moist air rises and cools and condenses and collects upon minute particles that 
drift about in the atmosphere, and a cloud forms. If there is sufficient moisture and strength in the 
nSing warm air, the few cumulus will be joined by others, spoiling the bright summer's day for 
those who live on the ground and inviting trouble for the pilot who flies by reference to the 
earth's horizon. If I were to reduce the power of my engine and let the airplane sink down to the 
level of these low clouds, I would feel the bumps of the riSing, disturbed air. Pilots call the 
riSing air thermal convection, and they avoid flying in it because it is tiresome to do so and 
because their passengers would find such bumps uncomfortable. If there is a good deal of 
moisture in the warm air, the small cumulus clouds grow fat and tall and produce even more 
heat. This heat, in turn, rises, building a tall cloud that develops even more energy, and a 
thunderstorm is born. 

When I look behind me at the cloud from which I have Just flown, I see a deep blue shaft of 
rain in the center of heaps of congested cumulus. The whole of the storm is quite small from the 
air -about five miles in diameter -and it is moving toward the northeast about 25 mph. I must 
crane my neck to see the top of the storm, but it  probably towers 35,000 feet, and that's average 
as thunderstorms go at  this latitude. If there is  enough heat and moisture in the path of this storm, 
the cloud may  reach 45,000 feet by  afternoon, and that's a tough storm that  may drop a lot of 
very cold rain and even hail. 

A thunderstorm is an efficient atmospheric factory that uses a small amount of energy to 
produce a great  amount of heat. When the heat is cooled and the moisture condensed, small 
droplets are cycled in the cloud until they grow in size and become too heavy to rise again. They 
then fall to the earth as rain, often riding on a downburst of wind. 

A thunderstorm is a bit like a large vacuum cleaner-that pulls warm. moist air filled with dust 
and dirt  from the earth and lifts" it  high into the cloud. There the air is washed and cooled and 
returned to earth as wind and water. 

The pilot sees all of this from the airplane, and he watches a thunderstorm carefully, admiring 
its beauty and power but keeping a safe distance, as one might admire the beauty and the power 
of a jungle cat -from some distance. 

Again, I am conscious of the long, low note of the cello as my engine pulls me along at 150 
mph in smooth air at 9,000 feet. If you were below me just now, you might not hear me, say  if 
you were mowing the lawn or concentrating on the weeds in your garden. If you were sunning in 
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the fresh green grass of your lawn, alone and without distraction. you might hear a faint whine 
above, and you might shade your eyes and look for me above the scattered clouds. 

Many years before I flew an airplane, and while I was disengaged in the summer pursuits of a 
ten-year-old, I lay in the tall grass in the pasture behind our country  house and watched, with 
binoculars, for the airplanes that were landing at the Rochester Airport. 

We lived on a hill several miles from the airport, which afforded me a close view of the 
undersides of the DC-3s and 4s that lumbered into the traffic pattern, dropping their huge wheels, 
throttling back their powerful engines and gliding out of view. Often, moments after the 
airplane's passing, I would see a red-tailed hawk circling, soaring in the warm, rising summer air, 
its wings catching the wind. A brighter child would have studied the wing, the wind and the 
rising bubbles of warm air that supported the hawk. I was satisfied to wonder, to imagine, to 
close my  eyes and rise into the summer's sky  and soar upon a gift of wings. I believed that I 
could, and on one hot day as I lay deep in the grass and the wind came, and my hawks rose into 
the deep blue, I suffered a case of vertigo that produced for me the illusion that it  was I who was 
tumbling and spinning, face-down and falling into the sky. I was frightened and I held fast to 
handfulls of tall grasses and closed my eyes, but the picture was clear: I was flying. I was turning 
ever so slowly far above my field, supported by outstretched arms which, I was surprised to see, 
were covered by neat rows of feathers. My fingers controlled long primaries, which, when I 
flexed them, turned me to the left and to the night. 

I rose from the pasture, stunned, and I walked home in the euphoric afterglow reserved for 
ten-year-olds. I wanted to fly. 

Sometime later that summer, while I was prowling about the airport, a pilot of a small 
airplane offered me a ride. We climbed into the sky in a silver Cessna 170, and as we circled 
above my pasture, I knew that my  illusion had been faithful to fact. We did indeed turn on our 
wings, and when we dived the wind whispered, hissing, and there was a hush when we climbed. 
And our small Cessna was but a whine to the farmer in the fields below, and if he had looked up, 
which I doubt, he would have witnessed the moment that I resolved that I would become a pilot. 

But it was a summer of many resolutions. I had also resolved to become a photographer, a 
geologist, an archeologist, a master detective, a premier philatelist and a stock car driver. 

Still, at night, as I lay in my bed in the house on the hill, I waited for the sound of the DC-3s, 
and as they passed and throttled down, I thought I could hear the wind on their wings. 

I pull the throttle back and the soft, bass note of the cello fades; the airplane descends. 
Minneapolis Center has cleared me for a visual approach to the Sandstone Airport, at pilot's 
discretion to 3,000 feet. I check the altimeter. Eight thousand seven hundred feet. The vertical 
speed indicator reports that I am descending at 500 fpm and the directional gyro is pointing to a 
courSe Just a bit  south of an easterly course. Beyond the Plexiglas windshield my world is blue 
sky  streaked by rows of stratocumulus above and a brilliant white field of cumulus below. I will 

5



sink, at 500 fpm, on course, through the clouds below me and, after a two-minute descent 
through the cumulus, I will See fragments of the rich, green earth below. A moment later I will be 
descending beneath the clouds with the Sandstone Airport in view. 

My descent is smooth, and it will remain smooth until I am a few feet above the clouds, when 
I will drop  into the bumpy convective layer. Just before I drop into that choppy air, I will raise the 
nose of the airplane a few degrees, which will bleed off some airspeed, and I will further reduce 
the power to keep my  descent at  500 fpm. I slow my airplane down for the bumps, Just as I slow 
down my car when the road gets rough. The ride will be smoother and the airplane won't be 
buffeted around so much. The airplane's weight increases momentarily  when it lurches up in 
turbulent air, the way our weight increases for a moment when an elevator nses rapidly, and the 
extra load stresses the airframe. When we are traveling over the ground at 150 mph, we can 
afford a little extra time to be gentle. Just now I am about to sink into the clouds; already wisps 
of gray fog streak by my windshield. My eyes return to the instrument panel where a gyro-
operated attitude indicator replaces the natural horizon. I will scan all my  instruments quickly  but 
calmly  to maintain the airplane's descent, airspeed and attitude during these few minutes in the 
clouds. The once-bright cockpit  is darker now as I sink deeper and deeper into the cumulus, and 
small rivers of moisture wiggle up the windshield. I remove my dark glasses. I touch the control 
wheel and apply just a little correction to the right to maintain my heading and a little back 
pressure to keep my airspeed at 130 mph. The bumps have begun in earnest now and a flashlight 
on the floor rolls slowly back and forth. My head bobs from side to side, touching the window on 
my left. With my forefinger I bring the control wheel back another inch, which lifts the nose 
another few degrees, and my airspeed decreases to 110 mph. I pull the throttle back less than an 
inch to maintain my descent of 500 fpm. 

Just as suddenly as I dropped into the clouds, I seem to rush out of the base of the 
stratocumulus layer. It's relatively dark on the earth below me, and my eyes take a moment to 
adjust to the dull light. I call Minneapolis Center and report the Sandstone Airport in sight. I tell 
my controller that I can cancel my IFR flight plan. 

"Cessna 3135Q, roger, squawk VFR, frequency change approved, and have a good day." 

"35Q, one-two-zero-zero, and thanks for your help," I reply, changing my transponder code 
and switching to a transmitting frequency of 122.9. Then I announce my arrival: 

"Sandstone traffic, Skylane 3135Q is ten miles north and we'll be entering left traffic for 
runway three-five, Sandstone." I make the call in the blind, to be received by any airplanes that 
might be in the Vicinity of Sandstone. In Minnesota alone there are 130 airports serving small 
towns like Sandstone, and air traffic is managed by  the pilots who use the fields. I scan the gray, 
leaden skies for airplanes as I make the call. 

The airplane descends and I am aggressively scanning, looking for other airplanes. My hands 
make power reductions and attitude changes and I announce that I am five miles north, entering a 
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left downwind for runway 35. I apply back pressure on the control wheel and the airspeed needle 
winds down from 120 mph to 80. The rising, warm summer air is choppy and the flashlight is 
rolling wildly on the floor. If I had passengers aboard, I would turn in my seat and smile and ask 
if they  would tighten their seat belts. I would check the doors to be sure they were secure, and I 
would smile again and announce that we were about to lang. Again I would raise the airplane's 
nose a few degrees, slowing our speed through the air and increasing our descent. I throttle back 
again, and I lower a few degrees of flaps. 

The long, low note of the cello fades into the sound of rushing wind and the airplane 
descends. The wheels touch the asphalt runway; the wings, moving too slowly now to produce 
lift, relax and flex in response to the cracks and bumps of the asphalt. The gift of lift  is spent and, 
like a duck out of water, the airplane is awkward on the ground, a curiously shaped invention, 
without grace, without purpose. 

And this particular airplane, a 1967 Cessna Skylane, is especially without grace. A few 
months after Virg Grissom, Ed White and Roger Chafee died in the Apollo I fire, in a year when 
the United States had already  lost 5,000 kids in Vietnam, the year that President Lyndon Johnson 
launched his 'Great Society,' my  airplane, N3135Q, rolled off the production line in Wichita, 
Kansas, and was sold to the Montana Forest Service. 3135Q had been outfitted with a couple of 
Narco Mark 12 radios, an ungraceful-looking set of large tires, and a heavy-duty nosegear that 
could take a pounding on backwoods airfields. 

I came to this airplane 20 years later, long after the last  cheer for the U.S. space program, 
long after the usefulness of the Great  society, and so long after Vietnam that  the sons and 
daughters of the veterans studied the war in high school textbooks. 

35Q was an aging actress when I saw her first, and I was cautioned to keep  my distance 
unless I was made of money. But I fell in love with the old bitch dressed in her shabby orange 
and black paint and putrid, stained cowling from years of smoking rivets and spilled gas. 

Though I had flown for some years, I had the peculiar feeling that this airplane had something 
to teach. I would soon discover that it was I who had much to learn, and 3135Q would become 
the classroom. 
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Chapter One 
The skies were gray, low and leaden, and there was a fresh west wind too, making me glad I 

had worn my leather Jacket. "At least I did one thing right today," I mumbled as I plodded across 
the field to the farmhouse. I stopped and looked back at my airplane, which was tipped a bit  to 
the right, strut-deep in the alfalfa field where I had landed her when the engine quit. For the first 
time in 20 years I wanted a cigarette. 

I looked at my watch. Fifteen minutes earlier I had flown over this farm at 5,000 feet above 
sea level, eastbound, high above the low, ragged clouds. Flying in the sunshine nearly a mile 
above the gray autumn day on earth, I was heading for a Saturday gathering of pilots in 
Wisconsin, slouched in my pilot's seat, finishing a Coke, tuning in a new frequency, checking in 
with Minneapolis Center, when the engine coughed. 

I put the Coke can between my knees and tried to focus my attention on the engine 
instruments. Oil pressure was okay; temperature, okay; fuel, okay. Both tanks were full of gas. I 
pulled the carburetor heat on and the rpm decreased, as it should. I pushed the heat control in. 
The 0-470 Continental engine ran smoothly. I relaxed. 

Engines are not supposed to cough, but when they  do, we pilots sit  up straight in our seats 
and try to think clearly. We try  to think about why the engine faltered. It's difficult  to concentrate 
because there are other considerations. We ask, "If the engine quits now, where will I land?" We 
think, "Why is this happening? They just worked on my airplane." We remember simple truths 
about combustion, and we remember the experiences of others. 

"Must have been a little water." And then, having said something on the subject, I relaxed, a 
little. I sat a bit taller in my seat, but I relaxed and watched the instruments. I could feel the 
tension draining away as the engine continued to run well, and soon I was slouched again, 
talking on the radio, looking at a chart that would lead me to the runway in Wisconsin. I had just 
finished my Coke and was preparing to begin my  descent when the engine coughed once, then 
barked loudly, and barked again and again in a concert of small explosions, each followed by a 
shudder that went through the airplane as if I were being struck from behind. The vibration was 
shaking the engine, and, as I was moving forward in my  seat, trying to understand why my 
manifold pressure was increasing and why there was so much vibration, the engine quit. 

The silence of a failed engine is deafening. The pilot's mind is numbed. I was thinking, "This 
isn't happening; it's not supposed to be this quiet in the airplane." And while my  sluggish mind 
was lamenting the absence of power, my hands moved quickly  from the fuel selector to the 
carburetor heat to the throttle to the prop control to the mixture, the magnetos, the primer and 
back to the control wheel. I was performing the emergency drill, as I was trained to do, but I 
couldn't grasp what was happening. 
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The engine started, and then it  quit again. I eased the control wheel back to reach 80 mph – 
the best speed to glide. I happened to be flying over a small break in the clouds, and I saw the 
ground, a mat of brown earth splashed with autumn-orange tamarack trees. I called Center and 
told them I was VFR and canceling my instrument flight  plan. It was a stupid thing to do – to cut 
off a helping hand – but I felt like a sailor who had suddenly  fallen overboard and was thrashing 
in a very cold sea. I wanted to clear away the debris. I wanted to be free of distractions and 
descend beneath the clouds where I could find a smooth place to land the Skylane. 

It's funny how a pilot wants to hurry to the earth when something goes wrong; it's the last 
place he should want to go until the airplane is settled down and ready  to land. On the descent I 
refused to believe that I had a very serious problem. I was concerned only  to fly through the hole, 
get level beneath the clouds and, if my navigation had been correct, land at a small bogland 
airport that was five miles to the south. 

When I broke out under the clouds the visibility  was very good, revealing miles and miles of 
uninterrupted backcountry, bog and swamp. No place to land. I pointed the Skylane south and I 
saw the airport about three miles ahead. I was finishing my emergency  checklist and had 
switched the engine magnetos from 'both' to 'right' when the engine caught. My hand froze on the 
ignition key. My mind was still muddy, but I said, "All right! We're flying!" The engine ran on 
the right magneto. 

I leveled the airplane 500 feet above the ground and scanned the instrument panel and the 
engine controls. Things didn't look normal. The carburetor heat was on full, the throttle was 
nearly full forward and the prop control was pushed to the wall. I had low oil pressure and the 
temperature was high. I felt sick. "This is going to be expensive," I said. 

But the Skylane's engine was running. I was now only two miles from the airport. I looked at 
the chart. I was only  20 miles from homebase. I could turn to the west and fly  to my home airport 
in 10 minutes. In 10 minutes I'd be home. In 10 minutes I would pull the airplane into a hangar 
and my  own mechanic would remove the cowling and tell me that  my problem wasn't as 
expensive as I had imagined. In 10 minutes I would be a lot happier at home than I would be if I 
plopped down at a strange airport where I would have to arrange transportation and storage for 
3135Q. The engine was running, and I was prepared to limp along if it meant that I could get the 
airplane home. I turned west, and I knew as I turned it was the wrong thing to do. 

Five miles short of homebase the Continental coughed with a bang and began to vibrate so 
badly  I couldn't read the instruments. I pulled the throttle back, switched mags again, and looked 
overboard at the forest passing 800 feet below. Ahead there seemed a clearing, a small postage 
stamp of a field. I aimed the Skylane for the field. I looked for rocks and trees and fenceposts as I 
flew a few hundred feet above the field, and then as I turned above a farmer who was passing 
below on his tractor, my  engine backfiring and vibrating, I thought, "I'm going to be walking 
down there in a few minutes. This isn't happening ... " 
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I landed smoothly, shutting down the engine as I rolled. The Skylane's gear chattered as the 
airplane lurched in and out of holes and bumped over rocks. The tall alfalfa slowed the ground 
roll. Then it was quiet. I could hear crows cawing and the tractor in the next field. I sat in my seat 
for a moment and listened to the gyros wind down. 

I left the Skylane and walked toward the tractor with the cold October wind at my  back, 
thankful that I had worn my warm leather jacket. 

So far it was the only thing I had done right. 

The farmer's family  thought it  good fun to have an airplane on their place. I argued against 
letting the cattle browse the alfalfa in the field, for I'd seen cattle scratch themselves on 
fenceposts that teetered against their weight. An airplane wouldn't stand a chance of surviving a 
relationship with a 1,200-pound Guernsey. 

I sat for two days against  the warm, fat  tires of N3135Q, watching the geese fly south and 
watching for the clouds of snow to come, while the mechanic muttered and swore and stripped 
away engine parts in search of the flaw. In between tours of the 'crashed airplane,' the farmer and 
his family prepared their fields for winter.

They  passed by, waving, and I waved in return, smiling as broadly as I could manage for 
someone who had just parked 2,800 pounds of aluminum in a feedlot. I watched the mechanic 
work, I paced off the field in preparation for the flight out, and I lay in the autumn sun, penitent 
and confused as my  emergency landing performance replayed itself over and over in my  mind. It 
occurred to me slowly, one small revelation at a time, that there was a connection between my 
bad Judgment, my helter-skelter arrival in the alfalfa and the failure of my engine. I couldn't 
imagine that I was a bad pilot. With nearly 2,000 hours in my logbook and 800 of those in 
Skylane's, i'd felt I was getting the hang of piloting an airplane. I was confident in my  instrument 
skills, I felt comfortable flying at night in and out of small strips, and I was flying 400 hours a 
year, most of them on business in the Upper Midwest. 

I was enrolled in a flight instructor course. I had come to the pOint in my flying life where I 
thought it would be good fun to teach people to fly. Flying had enriched my life, and I wanted to 
spread the gospel. During my coursework for the certified flight instructor rating, I realized that  I 
knew very  little about aerodynamics, meteorology, aircraft systems and the regulatory  aspects of 
flYing. I found myself absorbed in studying how the great variety of wing shapes produce lift 
and create drag. I began to see the surfaces of an airplane as dynamic and, for the first time in 15 
years of flying, I began to care how an airplane flew. I began to understand how the atmosphere 
produced weather, and I began to understand how the Federal Aviation Regulations evolved as a 
kind of airman's bible. written in blood. I was only beginning to understand how little I really 
knew about flying airplanes. Experienced and proficient pilots knew their aircraft in a way that I 
did not. I hadn't learned how to respect an airplane. 
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Always looking for a way to beat the high cost of flying, I was pleased that my shop could 
maintain my Skylane for less than $500 a year. The boys had rebuilt my magnetos themselves, 
Just as they had scavenged parts for the failing induction system and cleaned up the carburetor, 
which was in need of more serious attention. We patched and pasted and taped things that should 
have been replaced. I burned car gas on the strength of an STC that had come with the airplane, 
and I got used to dripping oil as a byproduct of the 0-470 Continental engine. 3135Q was a mess, 
as airplanes go, and the new paint and the King avionics did little to redeem its poor health. 

I waited for the hour when the mechanic would pull his tools away from the airplane and tell 
me I could start the engine and fly 35Q off the farm. The plan was to fly five short  miles to our 
home airport, put 35Q in the shop and find out why the engine had failed. The mechanic's 
objective was to produce an airworthy  airplane in the alfalfa field, while I worked the takeoff 
numbers and prepared to fly 35Q out. 

On the morning of the third day the mechanic announced that he had installed overhauled 
magnetos on 35Q, she ran well, and we were ready  to go. I paced off a departure path through 
the alfalfa for the fourth or fifth time and found that I had about 600 feet of suitable runway. 
Beyond the alfalfa there was a fence, and beyond the fence there was some low and wet terrain 
with trees. I checked the Skylane manual and found that at  a gross weight of 2,000 pounds I 
could expect to clear a 50-foot obstacle after a ground run of 460 feet. The winds were gusty but 
averaged about 10 kts right on the nose. The air temperature was 400E The field conditions were 
dry, and on the far south side of the field the alfalfa had been grazed by  the cattle recently  and 
was short. I added seven percent to the ground run for grass and 10 percent for the warmer 
temperature. The book suggested that I would need 540 feet of ground run to clear a 50-foot 
obstacle. 

We unloaded about 100 pounds of junk that I had been ferrying around in the airplane, 
sticked the fuel tanks, which showed about half full, and I taxied to the end of the field. The 
mechanic had wandered down to the opposite end of the field where he could watch my 
departure, and when I looked for him, I could only see the top of his cap, which meant that I had 
a rising grade on the first  few hundred feet of the departure run. I used 20° of flaps, powered up, 
and the Skylane climbed nicely after a bumpy 300-foot ground run. I cleared the trees, pushed 
the nose down arid, as the airspeed rose, brought the flaps up. 

Then the engine began to cough and sputter. I pulled the carburetor heat  on and aimed for the 
airport, where I landed three minutes later. 

It turned out that the magnetos had both failed on my  trip to Wisconsin – first  the left and, 
presumably because of the vibration, the right mag chucked it when its rotor fell apart. The 
engine vibration caused by the self-destructing magnetos had wreaked havoc with the induction 
system. There was damage everywhere. The air intake box had warped; pieces of the intake 
manifold had to be replaced; parts of the exhaust system had broken from the mounts. It  was 
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clear that if I had asked Center for a vector to the nearest airport after the engine's first  guttural 
cough and had landed, I would have saved several thousand dollars of engine damage. 

What bothered me more than the size of the checks that I was writing to the FBO was that I 
had performed very poorly  as a pilot. With every  check for every part that I replaced in the 
airplane, I was reminded that I had a sizable deficit in my bank of pilot skills. My confidence was 
draining away as fast as my savings account, and I didn't know what to do about it. 

While 3l35Q was scattered in many pieces on the shop floor, I attended flight instructor 
school. My instructor, Dave Moran, was a professional pilot and a veteran instructor. Dave only 
looked at me with a smile after I had told him about my 'emergency' landing. After I was finished 
with my story and quiet for a moment, Dave sat up in his chair, opened the textbook and said, 
"Good. Now that I have your undivided attention, let's talk about aircraft systems." 

For the next two months I studied as I have never studied before. It became an obsession with 
me to understand why I had failed to do the right things in the correct order when the engine gave 
me its first warning. How does a pilot  react to an engine that coughs? The pilot makes a decision 
based on his knowledge and experience, Dave said. What makes an engine cough? To know that, 
the pilot needs to know what an engine does when it's not coughing. Dave mixed air and fuel and 
put this vaporous mixture into a cylinder for me. My homework assignment was to report the 
following day on ways to turn this potential energy into power. Dave pushed air over an airfoil 
and I described lift. Dave loaded a control surface with force and I unloaded the surface and 
explained the relationship of load factor to airspeed by drawing a V /G diagram on the 
blackboard, once, twice and again for any passerby whom Dave called into the room. 

We explored the weather along stationary fronts by learning how an air mass is born and 
Identified and reported and modified as it  begins to move across the earth's surface. We pushed 
cold air and warm air together and watched the warm air rise and cool and condense and rain into 
the cold air below, falling as snow, light and pretty as it was one day when I stopped by  the 
airport to look in on 3135Q. 

I arrived late. The mechanic had gone home. I turned the shop lights on and walked around 
my Skylane for a few minutes, poking at the scattered pieces of my induction system, tapping on 
valve covers, pinching the skin on the horizontal stabilizer. I climbed in and sat  in the seat where 
I had last flown nearly two months before. There was something strangely changed about the 
airplane, as It seems when you meet a young person whom you. last saw as a child. When I 

pulled the elevator control back Just a bIt, I could feel the cable running beneath my feet, across 
the pulleys to the elevator. And when I looked over my shoulder at the elevator rising, I felt, for 
just a moment, the nose pitch up and the weight of the airplane move forward on the wing. Just 
there, on that wintry  afternoon. alone in the hangar in the silence of a December snow. I knew 
that after 15 years of flying, I was finally going to become a pilot, and my Skylane was going to 
teach me to fly. 
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My leather Jacket was stuffed into 35Q's baggage compartment and I removed it, shook It 
once and dropped it  on the floor. I bought a Coke and sat on my Jacket, cross-legged, in awe of 
N3135Q. For the first time III four years I really looked at my airplane. There, as the cold wind 
blew eddies of snow under. the hangar door, I studied the bulbous form of my 182 like a small 
child mIght look at his first teacher, full of wonder and respect and curiosity. I wanted to know 
about this winged apparition more than I wanted anything in my life. I felt then, and I know now, 
that coming to know this assemblage of aluminum and steel and plastIc and cloth would be a 
door, whIch, when I opened it. would give me flying pleasures I'd never experienced before and 
also teach me something important about myself. 
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Chapter Two 
It was a cold and windy day in  in March when Jeanne and I first saw 3135Q. That year I'd 

been looking for a Cessna Cardinal, and one day a friend called to tell me about a couple of 
177she'd found in Minneapolis. "Good, clean, mid-time airplanes," he said. "I'll arrange for you 
to see them – and while you're down, I want you to have a look at an older Skylane that just 
came up for sale." 

I really  hadn't given much thought to Skylanes. The models that I had flown seemed like big, 
noisy, fuel-guzzling Cessna 172s. They  even looked like 172s to me, and after 15 years of flying 
150s and Skyhawks I was in hot pursuit of a Cessna that didn't look like a Cessna. The Cardinal 
was a racy-looking airplane. I had convinced Jeanne that after buying a Cardinal we would find 
ourselves on the ramp to the fast  lane, that we could fly on a 172 budget, faster in a better-
looking machine. I had convinced myself that the Cardinal would be an excellent platform for 
my aerial photography. What I really  liked, however, was the low-slung sports car appearance of 
the Cardinal and the feel of sitting forward of the wing. I imagined that Jeanne and I would soon 
be flying a pretty, plush-leather 177 with a full stack of new radios and overhauled avionics. 

My friend gave me the keys to three hangars and we started down the line. The Skylane 
happened to be in the first hangar and we stopped there, expecting to peek in and walk on. When 
we opened the hangar door that cold day and stepped in out of the wind, Jeanne said, "Ohhh! 
That's our airplane!" 

I still don't know what It is that makes pilots feel warm all over when they see the right 
airplane for the first time, but I felt very warm. 3135Q was a tired-looking 1967 model, dressed 
in fading red and black paInt. The tires were oversize, and there was a stream of red dye on the 
fuselage, aft of the door -aft of both doors as it  turned out. There was a small puddle of oil on the 
floor Just behind the nosewheel and the windshield was gray and streaked with something gunky. 
There wasn't much hangar rash, but all of the Royalite wing caps and strut fairings were cracked. 
The airplane's interior was lustless red nylon that was remarkably clean for a 20-year-old 
airplane. The panel was laid out in the pre-1968 chaos of all Cessnas, and the radios were old 
Narco Mark 12s. There was a Narco ADF-31, a KMA-12B audio panel, and an ancient King 
transponder. "I love it," Jeanne said, sitting next to me. She reached out and touched the panel, 
wiping a little dust from the faded glareshield. I pulled my chair forward until I could reach the 
rudder pedals. I pulled on the control column and was amazed that the elevator was so heavy. 
"It's really  a big airplane," I mumbled. But Jeanne was looking in the back seat. "Look at all that 
room!" She got up and stepped between the seats and sat in the back, stretched out, smiling. 

"It's like a '67 Impala," Jeanne Said. 
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I smiled. "I think this airplane is going to take some serious rehab," I said, tapping the 
magnetic compass that had run dry of kerosene. 

"So? Who cares?" Jeanne said. "We'll make it ours. If it runs we can fly it  and restore it as we 
go along. i'd rather fly  in something that is really  us than a factory-leather job anyway. I feel 
good about this -it's so big inside. You're going to fly it though – it's your decision." 

I played with the control wheel for a few minutes and then reached across the panel and 
tuned in a transponder frequency. I liked the 'feel'; I loved the space. I was really pleased that 
Jeanne had an affection for It. We could suffer a lot of expense down the road if we both loved 
the airplane. 

"Let's go talk to Bob," I said. "Want to look at the Cardinals?" 

"Not me," Jeanne said, laughing. "I've found my airplane." We walked back to the office 
already planning our first trip  to Arizona. While Jeanne looked at pictures taken by the former 
owner, I looked over the logs with Bob. 

N3135Q was born on April 12, 1967, outfitted with Cessna's optional heavy-duty landing 
gear at the factory and sold to the Montana Forest Service, where it lived and worked until 1969 
when Montana sold It to a rancher in Dickinson, North Dakota. After a few years and one 
'landing incident,' the airplane was sold to a Minnesota partnership. The airplane had 3,000 hours 
on the airframe, 600 on a major overhaul and approval for auto fuel, which apparently was 
leaking out of relatIvely  new fuel bladders. During the last few years 35Q hadn't  been flown 
much and, although annual inspections and routine maintenance had been done by reputable 
shops and the Airworthiness Directives had been signed off, the logbooks reflected past owners 
who were satisfied to comply and fly. The restoration of 35Q would begin with us. 

Several days later I walked into the hangar with Darrell Bolduc, owner of Bolduc Aviation, a 
well-known Midwest  engine overhaul shop. I'd asked Darrell to do a pre-purchase inspection. 
Twenty feet from the airplane Darrell looked at me and wrinkled his nose. "Oh, boy," he said. 
"Have you looked at anything else? There have got to be better Skylanes around." 

"Jeanne likes it," I said. 

"Oh. Well, let's have a look at it," Darrell said. 

An hour later Darrell had put together three pages of real problems and an additional two 
pages of probable trouble. "It's not in the best shape," Darrell said. "I think you're going to be 
money  ahead holding out for a later model, a little lower total time with an engine that's been 
flown recently – look." Darrell put his finger inside the exhaust stack and pulled out a load of 
black gunk. "It's been running way too rich," Darrell said. He pointed to the puddle of oil on the 
floor. "I don't think it's coming from the breather." The engine baffling was frayed and tom; there 
was oil everywhere. The carburetor was leaking; the air filter looked like it hadn't been replaced 
for a few years. "It's going to be expensive," Darrell said. 
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I saw Darrell out and returned to the hangar, alone. Darrell had given me his usual honest 
pre-purchase inspection. He told me that 3135Q would be an expensIve airplane to own until I 
got it in shape. "Don't buy an airplane with your heart," Darrell said. "Use your head!" I should 
have walked away. I stood in the doorway for a few minutes looking at the airplane, feeling 
badly  the way I felt once when I had to return a dog to the Humane Society pound. The dog 
looked at me through the bars of his cage, whimpered, and then turned away. I walked around the 
Skylane several times, comparing the airplane and Darrell's notes. Then I walked toward the 
door, stopped, and walked back. I patted 35Q on the nose. "You're going to be trouble," I Said. 

While pre-purchase paperwork was flying, I sat on the ground and looked at pictures of 
3135Q. I scoured back Issues of aviation magazines for Skylane articles, I talked to Skylane 
pilots, I talked to mechanics about the airframe and the Continental 0470 engine. The picture that 
I was getting was clear: The Cessna Skylane's popularity was the result of a perfect marriage 
between airframe and engine; the Skylane was a tough, serious, load-hauling, high-flying 
machine. Cessna pitched the airplane to the marketplace as the premIer business tool, able to fly 
four people and a lot of boxes to Just about any construction site, at oxygen-level altitudes, 
almost anywhere in the world. 

The dust and fallout of World War II was still settling around the world when Cessna Jumped 
Into the small airplane market In June of 1945. The two-place Cessna 140 would become a 
standard of flight training and grandfather to the most popular airplanes ever built. America was 
prosperous, and when Eisenhower was elected in 1952 – with a popular vote of 55 percent – life 
was good. Nearly  62.5 million Americans were working, the Republicans were cleaning out the 
burdensome Washington bureaucracy  of the war years, and American business thrived. The 
moral battle against Communism had reached a fever pitch, the Armistice was signed at 
Panmunjon, and from the family farm in Kansas to Wall Street the future of America never 
looked better. 

The big-three airplane manufacturers, Cessna, Beech and Piper, had enjoyed wartime 
military contracts that kept their production lines robust and the engineers fresh and well-paid 
and ready  to meet what everyone thought would be a boom In CIvil aviation. World War II had 
taught people to fly. NeIther the Army AIr Corps ace nor the Marine grunt would ever again be 
satisfied to motor about on the surface of the earth, the boosters said. Congress approved a GI 
Bill to pay for flight training. William Piper, with the J-3 Cub and three-place Cruiser in 
production, issued a booklet  warning small communities that future prosperity  depended on the 
development of airports. Piper testified before Congress in 1945, urging the development of 
airports. "Every community  should be encouraged to provide a convenient and economical 
landing facility immediately," he said. The big-three manufacturers knew that their futures 
depended on getting into the marketplace and defining a niche as soon as possible. Beech 
Aircraft believed that their niche in the 'new market' would be to use their Beech-18 experience 
to produce a fast, efficIent, four-place single-engine airplane and let Piper, Cessna, Aeronca and 
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Taylorcraft build the trainers. Cessna test flew the 140 on June 28, 1945, and six months later 
entered the four-place market when they test flew the Cessna 170. 

In less than two years the general aviation boom ended. In mid-March 1947 aircraft sales 
plummeted. Overproduction of two-place. fair-weather, fabric trainers, a glut of war surplus 
aircraft, improved airline service and a public that was more interested in starting a family  than 
an engine kicked off a depression in the light  airplane industry. Taylorcraft folded, North 
American couldn't sell its Navion and Republic killed the Seabee production. Aeronca was just 
hanging on. Piper pledged the company inventory for a loan. Cessna and Beech briefly 
considered a merger. Beech Aircraft felt the bump of '47, but had, from the beginning, aimed the 
Beech-18 and Bonanza at the high end of the market. Cessna, well-diversified, continued slow 
production of the higher-priced 140 trainers, began building the $7.000 fourplace 170. the 'family 
car of the air.' and focused on the utility airplane market for the future. 

On May 26, 1952, the day the United States signed a peace treaty with Britain, France and 
West Germany in Bonn, Cessna first flew the 180, a four-seat taildragger powered by a 225-hp 
Continental engine. Introduced in 1953, this $12,950 airplane could carry 1,030 pounds and fly 
860 miles on 60 gallons of gas. With a service ceiling of 20,000 feet, a 36-inch cabin, a climb 
rate of 1,150 fpm and a stall speed of 60 mph, the Cessna 180 could haul people and boxes into 
and out of any rough 500-foot strip. As America began the building boom of the 1950s, the 180 
had found a home. 

The Eisenhower years brought even greater prosperity and unprecedented growth. The 
picture of a business executive of the 1950s was a man in a hard hat and a suit, on site, reviewing 
rolls of technical drawings under the wing of an airplane while earthmovers created a duststorrn 
of clay in the background. The strong economic winds moved families from inner city 
neighborhoods to the sprawling suburbs. Jonas Salk saved a generation of youth when he 
developed a vaccine that stopped the crippling killer poliomyelitis. The winds of the '50s carried 
the sounds of a new music called rock and roll, and with It a revolutionary change in the way the 
culture viewed youth. A young black man named Martin Luther King Jr., who had received a 
doctorate from Boston University, led a boycott against racial segregation on buses in the South. 
James Dean embodied his role III the film Rebel Without a Cause and launched the image of the 
pouting, teen-age superstar in Hollywood. While the World War II political establishment faded 
like General MacArthur's old soldier and Winston Churchill stepped down in favor of Anthony 
Eden, the American suburbs rocked around the clock with Bill Haley. 

On September 20, 1955, Jimmy Dean crashed his car on a California expressway and died, 
stirring a national wave of mourning. Eisenhower was hospitalized four days later after suffering 
a heart attack in Denver. On the 26th of September the New York Stock Exchange suffered its 
greatest dollar loss in history: $44,000,000,000. That month a Cessna test  pilot, E.B. 'Fritz' Feutz, 
first flew the prototype of the Cessna 182. 
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The Cessna 182 was born in the evening of America's good times. The postwar sales of 
Beech's Bonanza and Piper's Tripacer seemed, in part, to reflect a new attitude among pilots. 
Businessmen, who in the past were satisfied to crawl up into a conventional gear airplane like the 
Cessna 170, were looking at the more carlike, tri-geared airplanes. The Navion, Bonanza, and 
Tripacer all looked a bit more civilized than the taildragger fleet, especially on the ramps of new 
airports that, as W.T. Piper had hoped, began to spring up in most larger communities across the 
United States. Women who had played a vital role as pilots flying airplanes before, during and 
after the war began appealing as passengers in the airplane advertising of the 1950s. Housewives 
and secretaries in full paint, fashionably dressed in long skirts, smiled thankfully for the 
convenience of easy entrance to a difficult seating arrangement in a small airplane. Women 
weren't pictured standing by Cubs unless they were wearing leather Jackets, and they looked best 
standing on the wing of a Bonanza. Marketing became a word as important as engineering to 
manufacturers. Madison Avenue showed up at aircraft  design conferences. The Days ofWine and 
Roses and Land-O-Matic gear were playing well in Wichita. 

Many pilots who were trained in conventional gear airplanes were slow to accept the 
nosewheel, or 'training wheel' as they called it. The old-timers and the backcountry  pilots thought 
Cessna had emasculated the Cessna 170 and 180, turning tough utility  airplanes into citified, 
prettified airplanes that anyone could fly. And that was exactly what Cessna hoped to achIeve. 
More American towns were laying asphalt runways and ramps in hopes that prosperity would fly 
into town. The backcountry advantages of conventional gear were far outweighed by the tri-
gear's popularity with pilots and passengers who flew from modem airports. Cessna's decision to 
create a nosewheel170 and 180 was successful. In 1956, the year of Elvis and Peyton Place, Che 
Guevara and Fidel Castro, the Soviet suppression of Hungarians and the sinking of the Andrea 
Dona, Cessna built and sold 174 model 170s, but a whopping 1,174 tri-geared 172s. Five 
hundred and eleven Cessna 180s were built in 1956, and 963 Cessna 182s were sold that year at 
$13,750 a copy. 

A week passed before the papers were ready to sign. Finally the sales department called and 
said, "Come and get it!" Jeanne and I flew our Cessna 150 down to Minneapolis, stopping by the 

hangar first to see how 35Q looked after getting an annual inspection and a bath. It was the 
first time we'd seen the airplane in daylight, and we were shocked to discover it wasn't red and 
black, but red and black on one side and orange and black on the other. The shop had run a 
compression check that showed a couple of cylinders in the hIgh 60s. 

"Just fly it," the shop manager said. "It's okay, believe me. Fly it." 

When we had finished passing paper back and forth, Jeanne and I went home, turned the 150 
over to its new owner, and I returned to Minneapolis to get checked out in 3135Q. 

The CFI who was assigned to the project was young and bored and watched me start the 
airplane with hunched shoulders. He twiddled with the old transponder, tapped his fingers, and 
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then tuned the ADF receiver to a local rock station. Fortunately the reception was so bad that he 
turned it off and sat back and watched while I ran through the checklist. 

I may have been the happiest guy alive just that  moment. I was riding high behind the 
powerful 0-470, tuning in ATIS and hearing a clear VOIce on the speaker, rolling slowly down 
the taxiway, checking out the DG against the compass, whIch had a recent fill of kerosene. I 
moved the heavy controls and did a complete run-up before I called the tower. 

On the roll I let 35Q take off when she was ready, but I was still surprised at the 1,500-fpm 
climb. I smiled at the CFI, who looked at me blankly and yawned. I reduced the manifold 
pressure to 24 inches and the rpm to 2400, and then I Just sat there, deep in the faded red seat of 
my little rocket, and turned right to exit the airport traffic area. 

I tried some steep turns but had trouble holding the nose up in the turn. "Whoa!" my young 
friend Said, waking up, "You gotta use the trim on this thing!" He held the control column back, 
rolled into a 45° bank and started trimming nose up. "There," he said. "She'll fly in a 45-degree 
bank 'til she runs outa gas." I reached for the control wheel and his hand met mine halfway. 
"Leave it alone, It'll fly Just fine." 

We decided to try  a few stalls. "Show me a trim tab stall," the kid said. "That's the stall that 
will get you in this airplane." I shook my head and shrugged my shoulders. He pursed his lips 
and brought the power back, pitched up a few degrees and rolled full aft trim. "There," he said. 
"Say you've got full aft trim set for a landing, and then you decide to go around, okay?" I looked 
at him and then at the controls. "So go around!" 

I shoved the throttle in and the next thing I knew, the Skylane was standing on its tail. I 
pushed and pushed against the control wheel but I couldn't get the nose to go down. The kId was 
laughing and casually rolled the trim forward Just as 35Q stalled and fell off on its left wing. I 
recovered, did a secondary stall and recovered again. The kid leaned over and yelled in my ear. 
"That's the only thing that will kill you in this airplane! Use the trim all the time -for everything. 
Let's go shoot a landing." 

I was beginning to think the 182 was a bit more than a big 172. 

As I turned base and carefully  brought the power back, I could feel increasing weight on the 
control wheel. I trimmed the weight away. On final I felt like I was going too fast and throttled 
back a bIt and pitched up. In a moment I was sinking – like a brick. I pitched over and powered 
up and retrimmed. The kid was yawning. 

About a half mile out I had finally figured out where the pitch had to be set and what power 
setting would hold It there when the kid reached over and pulled the throttle back. 

"You just lost the engine," the kid said. "Land it." 
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I held 80 mph with the control column and trimmed and trimmed to full aft. "Ahhh, you're 
getting the Idea," he said. "Now see if you can land on the main wheels." 

We scrunched onto the runway and rolled a few feet before we turned off. "I guess we'd 
better try some more," I said, picking up  the mike to call the tower. The CPI looked at his watch 
and frowned. "Naw, you got it. Take me back and go flying." When he got out he carefully 
fastened the seat belt behind him, patted the seat and said, "Just don't forget that trim wheel!" 
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